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Page Two The Northern
KATAHDIN IN SUMMER
“To him who in the love of nature holds 
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks 
A various language; for his gayer hours 
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile 
And eloquence of beauty, and she glides 
Into his darker musings, with a mild 
And healing sympathy, that steals away 
Their sharpness, ere he is aware.
There is something profoundly re­
assuring in the great numbers of vis­
itors to the Maine woods in the sum­
mer season. Men and women cannot 
get away from the simpler things of 
life, they must get back to nature to 
find themselves anew in the lakes and 
streams, in the forests and seasides, 
in the mountains and fields. There 
is no more wonderful place than 
Maine during the summer months. It 
may be all right to live in the city in 
winter where vast numbers of people 
hide from the cold and searching 
winds; but if they are to remain nor­
mal, they must break and run for the 
open during the summer. There is 
only one place in the whole wide 
world where great numbers of people 
can earn enough in winter to make it 
possible for them to spend a little 
while at the resting places of nature 
during the warm months, that is in 
America! And Maine is the place 
wherein they find the restoratives. No 
wonder they call our state the play­
ground of the nation.
If there is one place in Maine that 
is more wonderful than all the others, 
it is Mount Katahdin and its sur­
round territory. Yet there is no 
place in the state that is so little 
known by the general public. This 
fact seems to reflect a little upon the 
public. However, this neglect of the 
beauty spot of Maine may be account­
ed for in the fact that so little has 
ever been written about it. Possibly 
it needs advertising. I went to one 
of the large public libraries in a city 
not too remote from the mountain 
itself to find something there about 
Mount Katahdin. I was profoundly 
surprised to find that there is almost 
nothing there to help one understand 
and appreciate it. I suppose that 
someone will say that the mountain is 
too far removed from the conveniences 
of travel to make it a popular resort. 
Well, it would seem so.
It was in the middle of my second 
summer in northern Maine that a 
friend of mine said, “We’re going to 
Katahdin next week.” We had often 
talked about such a trip, but one thing 
and another came up to make it im­
possible. Now, it sounded like the 
real thing when he said that. I have 
often seen the mountain from a dis­
tance. I have seen her wrapped in 
her mantle of winter snow, I have
—Bryant.
seen her in purple haze of late after­
noon, I have seen her in her morning 
dress of silver gray, I have seen her, 
as if in grief, with the clouds wrapped 
about her forehead. I had never seen 
the mountain close up. With this an­
nouncement, it began to look as if I 
should at last have my chance.
The haying had to be finished and 
the potatoes had to be sprayed once 
more before we could go. That de­
pends upon good weather. The good 
weather was on hand, and with some 
good, hard licks put in; we were all 
in trim for the start, as agreed upon 
on the morning of August 23rd.
The start was to be made from 
Happy Corner about ten miles from 
Patten. Two teams had gone on 
ahead of us on the day before with 
supplies for the trip. I was to take 
a pair of horses and a buckboard with 
seats for those who would care to ride, 
with room also for the baggage. 
Happy Corner is the end of the auto­
mobile road in the direction of Mount 
Katahdin. Those who would go on 
from there must either ride on the 
buckboard or walk. The choice is 
always in favor of the walk—for the 
first few miles. They all elected to 
walk, so I was left to come on by 
myself with the baggage. I remem­
ber that one of the men tossed his 
grip upon the wagon and said with a 
READY FOR THE START AT HAPPY CORNER
careless air, “Keep an eye on that for 
me, will you.” In order that I might 
keep my eye upon it, I lashed it on 
as if for a rough sea voyage.
The men in the party were strang­
ers to me with one exception. But 
one does not need credentials and in­
troductions for a trip to Katahdin. 
You are out in the big open where 
a man is a man on his own merits. 
They proved to be a wonderful crowd 
to tramp the woods with, to bunk 
with, to mess with, to climb the moun
tain with. There were two newspaper 
editors and a newspaper reporter; 
there were two lumbermen; there was 
one farmer; the fish and game com
missioner with one of his wardens was 
there; the chief fire warden of the dis
trict was along; a high official of a 
great railroad was with us; a future 
governor of Maine was there; and 
possibly a future judge of the Su
preme Court. We had also a cook 
and three of us teamsters. One of the 
best of the group has, since that time, 
climbed a higher mountain than 
Katahdin; and where, me thinks, a 
clearer view of things earthly may be 
had than the summit of earth’s high
est peaks afford. So long as I know 
these men, and wherever I see them, 
I shall always associate them and 
their names with Mount Katahdin. 
The good fellowship, the kindly jokes, 
the pointed stories of that trip will 
always remain a memory to be cher
ished.
The country between Patten and the 
mountain is generally level, but the 
usual number of ridges and valleys 
make the way like other trips across 
country. By the passage which we 
selected the road, which in years gone 
by had been used for toting purposes, 
was more or less rough. One from 
the city, who is used to the automobile 
roads, would probably call it very 
rough. The old woods horses take it 
mighty calmly, however, for they are 
used to it.. They know how to climb 
over the rocks, ease the buckboard 
over the pitches, and feel their way 
cautiously over the corduroy. They
Man is a builder.
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FORDING THE EAST BRANCH
the trip was made in the afternoon. 
The day was one of the hottest of the 
season, the horses sweat like rain.
We were at the Cushman Camps on 
Katahdin lake in good time for supper. 
The cook and the wangan were there 
before us and as the odor of boiling 
coffee and frying bacon floated out to 
meet us through the woods our minds 
were filled with a great satisfaction. 
It is just like nothing else on sea or 
land.
From Katahdin lake, the best view 
of the mountain is to be had that, up 
to that time, had been presented to 
me. Allen Chamberlain says in his 
Vacation Tramps in New England 
Highlands, “Way down in the heart 
of the Maine woods there rises a 
mountain that in truth is a chieftain 
among peaks. To be sure it is not 
the biggest thing in mountains, not 
even in the East. Mount Washington 
and several of its brethren in the 
White Hills are greater in stature,
are not alarmed in the ford or in 
crossing the rickity old log bridge. 
For two days we bumped and pounded 
over the road, sometimes all alone, 
sometimes accompanied by two or 
three of the party whose blistered 
feet or sore muscles made it easier to 
ride than to walk.
About six miles from Happy Corner 
is the best crossing of the East Branch 
of the Penobscot. Here Mr. E. B. 
Draper has a very comfortable and 
attractive camp built of logs. In this, 
by the kindness of Mr. Draper, we 
spent the first night. The name of 
this spot is Lunksoos, an old Indian 
name. The East Branch was forded 
in the morning in comfort by the 
horses, the men and the baggage were 
ferried over by some men who hap­
pened to be there with their bateau.
Some six or seven miles to the west 
is a stream of considerable size, the 
Wissataquoik (spelled “Quasatiquoik” 
in earlier days). This must be forded 
for bridges are not to be found. The 
land to the west of Wissataquoik rises 
and most of the road to Katahdin lake 
is over higher ground. This part of
HITTIN’ THE TRAIL AT HAPPY CORNER
CROSSING THE EAST BRANCH
and they in turn are juniors to many 
a summit among the mountains of 
North Carolina. Yet it is certainly 
to Maine that we must turn for the 
most imposing mountain east of the 
Rockies. Even the Indians of the 
Penobscot recognized its dignity when 
they christened it Kette-Arden—the 
pre-eminent. Nor were the white men 
any less impressed from the day when 
the mountain came within their 
horizon and, adopting the Abenaki 
name, it became, and still remains, 
Ktaadin—the prince of the Appalach­
ians.” Sitting by the campfire in the 
early evening of one of the most beau­
tiful days of August, I recalled this 
remarkable tribute to the grandest 
mountain in the East. I thought it 
fully justified. The high lights of the 
descending sun struck the peaks into 
a matchless glow of color while the 
parts thrown into shadow reflected the 
purple haze in ever changing shades. 
With the smell of the deep woods 
Statute laws never can be made to supersede economic laws.
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about us, with the laping waves of the 
lake sounding in our ears, with the 
lordly mountain looking down to us 
over the distance and beckoning us 
to come, we lived over again on that 
evening the lives of our distant an­
cestors who roamed the woods, hunted 
the wild beasts, climbed the mountains 
and slept and rested in contentment.
From Katahdin lake, the trip to the 
foot of the mountain or to Chimney 
pond must be made on foot. The 
wangan must be packed in on horses. 
There was quite a crowd of us, so 
the packing was no small job. The 
guide had his horse along also a pack 
saddle. The loading of his horse was 
not so difficult. She was used to it, 
in fact she was so used to it that she 
lie down while the pack was being 
adjusted. It was one man’s work to 
look to her to see that she kept her 
feet. I don’t know much about adjust­
ing a pack saddle, but I found out that 
day that it is ever so much more con­
venient if your horse will stand up. 
But the real difficulty came in trying 
to pack the other horses. Those old 
fellows that would go to sleep under MENDING A BLISTERED HEEL BY THE WAY
horse find himself free than he turned 
about in the direction of home, some­
one tried to grab the rope; it only 
added to his fright. He set out on a 
wild gallop through the woods. On 
his back were lashed a large tent, 
tightly folded; on top of that was an 
old fashioned tin baker and a large 
tin coffee pot. The overhanging limbs 
caught and held for a moment, but 
nothing could really stop him in his 
fright and excitement. Suddenly he 
was confronted by one of the men who 
was just coming up who waved at him 
with an axe-handle. It was so sudden 
as to take him completely by surprise. 
He turned to make a new swing out 
through the woods, but in his haste 
turned too short, and tripped over an 
old log. He lost his balance and fell, 
rolling over the log in such a way as 
to throw his legs into the air where 
they waved and kicked as he tried to 
free himself and get to his feet. Under 
him was our tent, baker and coffee pot.
ordinary circumstances were wild with 
the unusual excitement. The flies 
added to their distress. Two men 
were required to hold while a half 
dozen others piled the stuff high on 
their backs and lashed it there with 
strong cords. It was really very 
funny.
At last everything was ready. We 
set out boldly, Roy Dudley, the guide, 
leading the way with his mare on a 
leading rope; the others following in 
Indian file, three horses on leading 
strings. The beginning, well made, 
was brought to disaster in the first 
quarter of a mile. The leading horse 
floundered into a bog-hole and with a 
great sigh settled down into the mud 
and lay there as contented as if in 
her own home stall. Men rushed to 
pull her out, but she refused to be 
concerned on her own behalf. There 
she lay without effort. One of the 
men leading a horse dropped the rope 
and ran to assist. No sooner did the draper’s camp at lunksoos
In competition we have comparison.
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KATAHDIN FROM DRY POND
He was, with some difficulty restored 
to a more dignified position and his 
pack righted up. Roy’s mare was 
dragged from her resting place in the 
bog and we were soon on our way 
once more, rejoicing.
We had dinner on the shore of 
Sandy pond and drank from the brook 
of mountain water, as cool in August 
as if coming fresh from the ice of 
winter. From this point on the real 
climbing began. We struck into an 
old trail that was originally cut by a 
man by the name of Keep, Parson 
Keep, he was called in 1846. In 1897 
it was cut again by Dr. Geo. Kennedy 
and a party from Boston. In 1903 it 
was again cleared by a local guide 
by the name of Rogers. This leads 
through from Sandy pond to the 
Basin. A part of this old trail is now 
cleared and used as a tote road by 
Pat Whalen. One of his camps is 
directly in the trail at the foot of 
Basin pond.
After a long upward climb, one 
reaches the Basin. Here Mount 
Katahdin faces one! There is a thrill 
in it for the most hardened mountain 
climber! Emerging suddenly from the 
close overhanging trees, the traveler 
is surprised, if not startled, by the 
close proximity of the peaks, rearing 
themselves in majesty in almost a 
semi-circle. As the beholder gazes, a 
sense of overmastering awe fills the 
mind. He is almost sure to feel a 
sense of his own littleness in contrast 
to the high reaches about him. What 
almighty power ever pushed that bulk 
from its repose in the bosom of the 
earth to such majestic height! One 
gazes till someone calls to come on, 
leaving the sight only to feel that it 
is not yet half appreciated.
At the very foot of Pamola, locked 
within the encircling heights rests the 
most wonderful little pond in all the 
world. Here we pitched our tent for 
a few days camping. Far away from 
the toil and weariness of the world, 
rest and peace and quietness abound. 
Far away from the conflicts of men’s 
minds, one sinks into the overwhelm­
ing unity that engulfs all things with­
out a struggle and becomes a part of 
it. How remote and insignificent now 
appear the things that but yesterday 
were imminent and all engrossing! 
The camper stretches out upon the 
fragrent moss, looks up at the stars 
and thanks his maker for the woods 
and the lakes and the mountains, and 
for the rest and peace that can re­
turn to the heart that has long been 
a stranger to them! Back to the 
memory comes the recollection of the 
matchless Bryant who said, “To him 
who in the love of Nature holds com­
munion with her visible forms, she 
speaks a various language.” Nature 
speaks the universal language, she 
makes one feel at home in a strange 
welcoming way. The feeling of con­
tentment grows stronger as the hours 
pass. Sleep and forgetfulness steal 
the tired traveler. Nature has com­
pleted cycle and is claiming her own.
Daylight comes early in the moun­
tains. By four o’clock we were all 
astir, and by five o’clock everybody 
had been served with breakfast. The 
plan for ascending the mountain was 
MONUMENT PEAK
the order of the day when the meal 
was finished. It was decided to make 
two parties; one going up by the new 
slide, the other going around by slope 
of Pamola to the peak and from there 
along the Knife Edge to Monument 
Peak. In this general location, it was 
agreed that the two parties should 
meet. I elected to go with the party 
going to Pamola and over the Knife 
Edge. The climb was not so difficult 
as one would at first suppose that it 
would be. Like all the real climbing 
in life, this one was worth all the 
effort that it cost. The morning was, 
at first, somewhat overcast; later in 
the day, however, the sun burned 
through and gave us a moderately 
good day. Even at that rate we were 
unusually fortunate. Many parties 
have climbed the mountain day after 
day for a week without being able to 
get a view of the surrounding terri­
tory.
Theodore Winthrop who climbed the 
mountain in 1860 said, “It is the best 
mountain in the wildest wild to be had 
on this side of the continent.” The 
sense of wildness which must have im­
pressed Mr., Winthrop impresses the 
climber in the very same way today. 
The outlook from the mountain top 
has changed very little in all these 
years since he saw it. Probably it 
has not changed since the first known 
ascent by Charles Turner, Jr., in the 
year 1804. Wild, rugged, unspoiled 
Nature lies all about one. Lakes, 
streams, forests, hills stretch out as 
far as the eye can reach. Here and 
there, in the distance, a farming sec­
tion may be seen; but that is too re­
mote to break the effect of wildness.
One thing I saw that day on the 
mountain top greatly interested me. 
I saw clouds in the making. Upon 
the Knife Edge, a cold wind was blow­
ing from the north; on the southern 
side the sun was shining so as to 
produce a rising current of very warm 
air. When this warm air in rising 
above the edge of the cliff came in 
contact with the cold wind from the 
north it immediately condensed and
Getting ahead is more profitable than getting even.
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ATOP OF MT. KATAHDIN
formed a cloud which billowed up and 
backward to the south so thick and 
heavy as to shut out the sun at times. 
We could stand in the bright sunlight 
in the cold north wind at one moment, 
then by taking a half dozen steps to 
the cliff edge we could stand in a 
bank of fog so dense as to shed a dis­
tinct dampness, upon the face.
We stood on the summit and looked 
across to the North Peak. The great 
semi-circle swinging to the north re­
minded us of the old Indian legend 
that it formed the hold of a great 
ship in which the evil spirit of the 
Indians sailed away to the spirit land 
of the Indians.
We spent the day upon the moun­
tain looking, examining, exploring, re­
membering. With the closing in of 
the night we found our way back to 
camp. We were all tired enough to 
take a good night’s rest upon the hard 
bed of scanty spruce boughs.
The next morning, we were home
ward bound at an early hour. We 
reached home at dark two days later 
—a tired party. I had had my trip to 
Katahdin. A dream of years had had 
fulfilment. It passed and left me with 
a great sense of satisfaction. Did I 
say that it passed? If I did say so, 
I am in the wrong. Such events do 
not pass. Time only passes. An ex­
perience like that lives on in the en­
richment of thought, in the conscious­
ness of dreams fulfilled, in the desire 
to repeat. I’m going again to Katah­
din—some day when I can stead away 
for the trip!
These pictures are used by courtesy 
of Sam Connor of the Lewiston 
Journal.
Six-year-old Mary awoke about 2 
o’clock in the morning. “Tell me a 
story, mama,” she pleaded.
“Hush, darling,” said her mother, 
“daddy will be in soon and tell us both 
one.”—Atlanta Constitution.
Seboomook Savings
Mr. and Mrs. Twombly have re­
turned from a business trip down 
river.
Mr. Norman Smith was a business 
visitor here week of May 30.
Mr. and Mrs. F. A. Gilbert and 
family were callers at Seboomook 
Farm Sunday, May 20.
Mr. and Mrs. Harry Hellyer, Mrs. 
Curtis and William Harrington, were 
callers at Seboomook Farm, June 3.
Mr. C. E. Millett, was at Seboomook 
June 6-7.
Mr. Bob Canders has a very nice 
Spaniel Puppy, at Seboomook Farm. 
Spot is having the best of care.
Ralph Mills of the Social Service 
Division was here June 7.
Mrs. Gertrude Bernier, an efficient 
cook, is cooking at the Seboomook 
boarding house.
Mr. Joseph Bernier is working at 
the storehouse.
Weather conditions make the plant­
ing of crops very late this season. 
Many of the farms are without help 
owing to the men having been called 
to fight the fire at Chesuncook.
Mr. and Mrs. Asey Larrabee were 
callers at Seboomook, June 4.
The Seboomook Telephone Ex­
change is to be changed from the old 
office building here, to an office in the 
storehouse.
There has been some very large 
trout caught at Seboomook this 
spring. All of the anglers are taking 
advantage of the good fishing and 
trying to get their share of the lakers.
Young Husband—Did you make 
those biscuits, my dear?
His Wife—Yes, darling.
Her Husband—Well’ I’d rather you 
would not make any more, sweetheart.
His Wife—Why not, my love?
Her Husband—Because, angel mine, 
you are too light for such heavy work.
Statute laws never can be made to supersede economic laws.
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BANGOR Office 
Locals
Thebauld, ex-service man, had died. 
Two friends were discussing his af­
fairs at the close of the funeral. “Did 
he will anything to his wife?” asked 
Thomanson.
“Nobody knows yet,” replied Morri­
son. “He left her his bonus.”—- 
American Legion Weekly.
E. E. Brown of the Purchasing 
Dept. is on his annual vacation.
Gerald Averill is back at his desk 
after spending his vacation in the 
country.
The man that will not let his mis­
fortunes embitter him has more cour­
age than a lion.
The horseshoe is the emblem of 
good luck, and what a stupid idea, 
for it cannot make both ends meet.
Has H. A. S. been taking a corre­
spondence course at Castine Normal 
School this past winter? Ask C. F. A.
Sympathy for another’s weakness is 
of twofold value. It loans strength 
to the weak, and it gives to the sym­
pathizer — greater sympathy and 
strength.
G. C. Bradbury has severed his con­
nection with the Railroad Wood De­
partment and has gone in business for 
himself buying four foot wood.
R. C. Ramford, R. L. Waymouth 
and I. W. Barker spent the week of 
June 3rd in Washington, D. C. attend­
ing the Imperial Council Meeting, 
Nobles of the Mystic Shrine.
WITH APOLOGIES
Chairs to the right of me,
Chairs to the left of me,
Chairs to the back of me,
Rocking and gossiping.
But the open country before me, and 
beyond this the sheltering woods.
Me for the woods!
“You’ve seen them feed camphor to 
the elephants in the zoo, haven’t you?”
“Why do they do that?”
“Oh, just to keep the moths out of 
their trunks.”—Northwestern Purple 
Cow.
Teddy—You haven’t any whiskers 
or very much hair.
Sister's Hero—Well, what of it?
Teddy—Oh, I was only wondering 
how pa was going to manage it.
Sister’s Hero—Manage what?
Teddy—He said he was going to 
mop the floor with you.—Utica Press.
College Widow—I think, Madeline, 
I will go out with either Chollie or 
Jerry this afternoon. Which do you 
think will match this dress?
Madeline—Chollie, because he is the 
thinnest.—Lafayette Lyre.
FOREWARNED
Because of so many breach of 
promise suits in which letters appear 
as evidence, the number of love letters 
in the mails has been cut down by 
more than half.
“He doesn’t write the way he did,”
The troubled maiden sighed;
He doesn’t say, “You honey kid
My lovey dovey.”
No recent letter he has penned
Has said he loves me dearly.
But every one begins “Dear friend,”
And ends with “Yours Sincerely.”
O, little maid, those misty eyes
Won’t light up any more
When letters come, with glad surprise,
As in the days of yore.
No more hereafter you’ll recall
The way he sang your praises, 
He’ll write you—if he writes at all—
In every guarded phrases.
He is not cold, dear little girl,
He’s merely grown discreet;
To him you’re still a perfect pearl,
The sweetest of the sweet.
But letters of the white hot sort
With words too freshly minted 
From loving hearts may go to court
And afterwards be printed.
No doubt he loves you just as well
As in the golden past
But seldom can a fellow tell
If love is going to last.
And though today he fondly dotes
He doesn’t know what minute 
You’ll bring an action on his notes,
And very likely win it.
He kissed the parlor maid and the 
girl screamed. The wife came in and 
looked around suspiciously. “Fifi, 
why did you scream?”
“Through joy, madam. The master 
has just doubled my wages.”—Judge.
“The dealer made, you pay more 
than this picture is worth,” comment­
ed the artist.
“I know it,” answered Mr. Cumrox. 
“I’m selling him a piece of property, 
and I want to convey the impression 
that I am guileless and easy.”— 
Washington Star.
THE MERRY MUSE
THE END OF THE LEND
I lent a book to him;
He lent it to a friend;
The friend may take a whim
The favor to extend!
He’ll lend it to another,
His sister or his brother,
And one of these days, maybe, 
My book will be lent to me!
—LaT. H. in Life.
THE LATEST CRIME WAVE
“The Egyptian motif will be smart 
in spring styles.”—Fashion note.
Poiret will get his model
From Egyptologists;
“Pet seals” will writhe and waddle
In “Tutankhamen twists.”
The livest dancing places
Will be disguised as tombs;
Slinkers with gilded faces 
Slouch in sepulchral glooms.
Bulls will be known as Apis; 
Boozesalesmen bound to please
Will promise, by Serapis,
Pre-Volstead dynasties.
Poets in hieroglyphics
Will garb the higher gammon;
Cats will be called Bubastes,
Babes christened Tutankhamen.
—Keith Preston in Judge.
SCIENTIFIC DIET
I eat my raisins and my yeast,
Absorb my iron and vitamines. 
Three times a day I go to feast
Along these scientific lines.
I take my grape juice in between,
A good thing, as you must allow. 
Affairs with me are all serene,
I’m boarding at the drug store now. 
—William S. Adkins in Judge.
THE ALLEGED HUMORISTS
Every bootlegger appears to be en
titled to a fair trial by a jury of his 
patrons.—Detroit Free Press. 
“Do you know anything about 
Russia?”
“No; I’ve merely heard about it, 
read about it, and been there.”—Life.
“For goodness sake, be careful, 
child! You’ll drop that baby!”
“Don’t matter. ’Tain’t ours—it be­
longs to the lidy next door!”—London 
Passing Show.
“So you saw the film version of 
your story. What do you think of it?”
“It’s no version; it’s a perversion.” 
—Boston Transcript. 
Tactless Tom—Do you know I’m 
afraid I passed you the other day, 
Miss Green? Immediately afterwards 
I realized to my horror that I knew 
you!—Punch.
Madge—Would you marry a man to 
reform him?
Mabel—I suppose I shall have to— 
there isn’t one of them that suits me 
the way he is now.—Boston Tran­
script.
(Continued on Page Nine)
People don't think about you half as often as you think they do.
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A magazine of contact BETWEEN 
THE MANAGEMENT AND THE MEN
SpruceWood Great northern Paper Company
Edited and Published by the
SOCIAL SERVICE DIVISION
Montford S. Hill, Superintendent
Oscar S. Smith and Aime J. Toussaint, Associates
on the week of the fifteenth of each month.
■ Gratis to the fortunate within the pale—gratis to the unfortunate without the pale.
All employees are asked to cooperate with news items, personals, photographs, sug-
gestions, anything that will please and not offend. Address all communications direct 
to Montford S. Hill, Superintendent, room 607, 6 State St., Bangor, Maine. Copy must
 be in by the tenth of the month. 
 From the Press of the Furbush Printing Company, 108 Exchange St., Bangor, Me.
Editorials
OUR NATIONAL INHERITANCE
Our current cover design is self- 
explanatory. Here is the impersona­
tion of an American Founder pro­
claiming from a manuscript the 
Declaration of Independence. Let us 
quote a few sentences from one of the 
opening paragraphs of that great in­
strument: “We hold these truths to 
be self evident: that all men are 
created equal; that they are endowed 
by their Creator with certain inherent 
and inalienable rights; that among 
these are life, liberty and the pursuit 
of happiness; that to secure these 
rights, governments are instituted 
among men, deriving their just powers 
from the consent of the governed.” 
We need not here enter into either 
the remote history of the world or 
the immediate history of the Ameri­
can Colonies. Suffice it to say that 
they had been led by the pressure of 
tyrany and a developing social con­
sciousness to certain fundamental con­
clusions which to them had become, as 
Jefferson asserted when phrasing this 
declaration, “self-evident.” These con­
clusions were now crystalizing into a 
permanent form. They were the 
bands of steel binding these people 
into a oneness of great power and 
promise. They declared that all men 
are created equal. Conceiving this to 
be a matter of creation they thereby 
wove this most important truth into 
the foundation. It is, however, only 
as a fundamental that men are equal. 
It is useless to claim any more than 
that for the equality of people. Take 
two boys of like age and native 
abilities. Let one of them seek and 
pursue the advantages of modern 
education, while the other is neglect­
ful and indolent. Their subsequent 
lives will not be equal. In a hundred 
and one ways they are very dis­
similar. But this inequality is in the 
structure rather than in the founda­
tion. In the basal realities they are 
equal. No matter what may be the 
secondary condition of an individual 
or of a people the primary needs and 
possibilities are by the very fiats of 
creation equalized with those of the 
remaining whole. In this is found the 
unity of the race. Here is where a 
world wide viewpoint is absolutely 
essential. For a civilized section of 
the world to seclude itself from a less 
fortunate part is, in the long run, 
ruinous to the great whole. The 
world is round in more than its 
physical form. To'run away from an 
absorbing matter on one side is only 
to approach the same vital affair in 
another direction. “All men are 
created equal.”
In the following two sentences of 
the above quotation Jefferson specifies 
somewhat in this primal equality. 
Then he logically proceeds to lay down 
an authorization for government, giv­
ing the true source of all civilized 
government—the consent of the gov­
erned. He who reads between the 
lines of these Jeffersonian words will 
not fail to see the meaning attached 
to the Individual. As we have prev­
iously pointed out in these columns, 
the Individual is an outstanding 
factor and entity in a Democracy. So 
far as this individualistic phase is con­
cerned we can do no better than to 
quote words of warning and wisdom 
bearing on present day Industry, 
Social Orders and Governments. They 
are the words of the man who has 
risen with almost a matchless and 
speedy leadership, Premier Mussolini 
of Italy:
“It is my conviction that a 
government which wants quickly 
to uplift its own people from 
the after war crisis must give 
free play to private enterprise 
and forego any measure of state 
control or state paternalism, 
which may perhaps satisfy the 
demagogy of the ‘Left,' but, as 
shown by experience, will in the 
long run turn out to be absolutely 
fatal both to the interests and to 
the economic development of a 
country.”
In these modern days which are 
beset with many wild-cat, socialistic 
theories America will be wise and safe 
with a pronounced loyality to this 
great declaration of 1776 and to the 
constitution which was soon adopted 
in our history.
FORESTS AND FOREST 
PRODUCTS
Civilization, as we know it, could 
scarcely exist without wood. Forest 
products have been used by mankind 
in all stages of progress; and as we 
advance greater and greater becomes 
the need of wood. As often as some 
inventor finds some substitute for 
wood, a new demand is made from 
some new quarter for wood material; 
so that there is, to say the least, no 
slackening of the demands upon our 
forests.
So great has become the demand 
upon the forests by our growing needs 
and our increasing population, with 
a decreasing forest area, that the 
thoughtful citizen sees need of care 
and planning with reference to a 
future supply of timber.
In the early days of pioneering, the 
forests were a great trial to the agri­
culturalist. When the demands for 
cleared land placed the farmer up 
against the almost limitless forests, 
no small part of his task was to de­
stroy it. Fire was ruthlessly em­
ployed as an ally, while the ax was 
busy from early morning till late at 
night—just killing the trees. The 
writer of this sketch can remember 
in his early days the detested task of 
“cutting bushes,” which as seedlings 
had invaded the pasture lands. The 
men of that generation are slow to 
see the need for conservation of the 
forests. Invaribly the man who lives 
close to some localization is slow to 
see any great question in its broader 
aspect. It is, therefore, not strange 
it should take time to grow a new 
generation of men who appreciate the 
growing scarcity of timber and the 
need for wisdom and forethought in 
providing for the future.
About the year 1900 America began 
to reach the end of an epoch in lum­
ber supply. For 50 years the price 
of lumber had been steadily rising in 
Europe, while we in America had been 
cutting down the forests, burning up 
the timber to clear the land, using 
lumber prodigally and letting the 
forest fires run almost unheaded 
through heavily timbered areas, to the 
destruction of young trees that should 
have made lumber for our own and 
future generations. The rising price 
of lumber in America and the growing 
demand for timber lands, aroused 
many a hitherto thoughtless American 
to the real situation. Even yet, how­
ever, it is hard to make some men see 
that the lumber supply is not a 
naturally unlimited thing like the air, 
sunshine and the rain fall.
In the past, it is estimated, that 
the price of lumber is less than a cent
Life without labor is a crime. Labor without
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a pound, so the production has been 
dependant upon very favorable con­
ditions of transportation. In the early 
days saw mills were located at al­
most any point where water power 
was to be had, the supply of standing 
timber was near at hand. Gradually, 
however, the handy supply was cut 
and burned off, the next stage was the 
great saw mills that were located on 
the main river systems, where long 
distance driving brought the logs from 
far away areas. The saw mills on 
the Penobscot river 40 years ago is 
an illustration of this second stage. 
River driving, so natural a thing to 
us who grew up with it, was really a 
great invention, or discovery; and in 
years to come will certainly be a sub­
ject of great interest in the history of 
the lumber industry. The necessity 
for cheap lumber forced another and 
third stage in the industry. Great 
areas of timber lands lay remote from 
the convenient water courses, it be­
came necessary to reach this supply 
by a new method. So the portable 
saw mill was the system used to 
solve this problem. This convenient 
structure was erected in the midst of 
the forest, and moved at will to follow 
the receeding supply. This manufac­
tured product could be moved to mar­
ket at reduced cost over the railroads, 
eliminating the cost of handling waste 
material.
Gone are the old saw mills along 
the Penobscot. Gone are the lumber 
ships from the port of Bangor. This 
is not due to the failure of the lumber 
supply or the lack of a market. The 
railroads are transporting to market 
the lumber that the ships once carried. 
When some of us were boys and 
learned geography lessons at school, 
we read that Bangor was the great­
est lumber market in the world. Times 
have changed!
The industry has seen a wonderful 
evolution. First the broad ax 
fashioned rude stuff for building pur­
poses. Then came the saw driven by 
man power. Then came the mill with 
the old circular saw. Followed the 
old gang-saw that would cut several 
boards at a time. Then, finally, came 
the band saw that ripped its way 
through a whole log at one cutting. 
With this last came uniformity in the 
thickness of the boards and planks. 
The planing mill must be considered 
one of the most important inventions 
in the whole system. The novelty mill, 
so-called, with its complicated machin­
ery for turning out finished products 
in a thousand forms is by no means 
unimportant.
An authority on lumber supply has 
recently written that the natural for­
est region of the United States com­
prises practically all the country be­
tween the Atlantic coast and an irreg­
ular line extending from the mouth 
of the Rio Grande to the Canadian 
border near the western border of 
Minnesota; a large area in the higher 
regions of the Rocky Mountains, and 
the Pacific forests on the Sierra, 
Nevada and coast ranges. He divides 
this into seven districts. In the classi­
art and the amenities of life is brutality.—Ruskin.
fication, the Northeastern district is 
first. This includes upper New Eng­
land and the Adirondacks. In this 
area, the white pine, the spruce and 
the hemlock are important soft woods 
in the order named. Maples, beeches, 
birches, chestnuts and oak are also 
important. The next area is the Great 
Lakes district. The growth is much 
the same as in the first district men­
tioned. The third is the Appalachian 
highlands. This reaches from southern 
New York to Georgia and Alabama. 
For the most part the supply is in soft 
woods. The fourth is a hardwood 
area. This cuts across the third dis­
trict in part and lies somewhat to the 
west, extending from the Great Lakes 
to Alabama, Missouri and Arkansas. 
Oak, hickory, chestnut, tulip, black 
walnut, ash and basswood prevail 
here. Memphis, Tenn. is said to be 
the greatest hardwood market in the 
world. Here is America’s chief sup­
ply of hardwoods. The fifth district 
is the southern pine forests. This 
extends along the Atlantic coast plain 
from New Jersey to the middle of 
Texas. The sixth is the Mississippi 
valley and the Rocky Mountain dis­
trict. The seventh is the Pacific Slope 
district. In this last is to be found 
the redwood and the Oregon pine.
HIS SECRET DREAD
“Why do you jump at the sound of 
a motor car?”
“Well, some time ago my chauffeur 
eloped with my wife, and every time I 
hear a horn I think he’s bringing her 
back.”
MONTICELLO
The home of Mr. and Mrs. George
F. Price was brightened by the birth 
of a daughter, Tuesday, June 12th. 
Mr. Price, who resides in Houlton is 
clerking Monticello loading operation.
Bad fires on the Ashland Branch 
and in the vicinity of Monticello kept 
Bud Mooney’s loading crew busy go­
ing from one fire to another. The 
arrival of Volney Roberts with the 
Fairbanks-Morse Fire Engine was 
welcomed and is doing fine work. This 
little engine is capable of throwing a 
stream of water 75 feet in the air 
and can be carried anywhere by two 
men.
Monticello baseball team is playing 
Mars Hill Friday, June 22, which is 
their first game this season.
“Let’s speak to those girls on the 
corner,” said B. B.
“Sno use; they’re telephone girls,” 
was the reply of C. C.
“What of it?”
“They won’t answer.”
Judge—Who brought you here? 
Drunk—Two policemen.
Judge—Drunk, I suppose?
Drunk—Yes, sir, both of them.
BANGOR OFFICE LOCALS
Continued from Page Seven
YUBA DAM
Of Yuba Dam the story’s told, 
It may be false it may be true,
How Jones in search of placer gold, 
Chanced on the town, while it was 
new.
He saw a man upon a fence,
The usual chills and fever type,
Who sat and watched the lizards play, 
And smoked a vilely smelling pipe.
“What place is this, my friend?” said 
Jones,
“I think I’ve somehow lost my way, 
I left this morn the Billings ranch,
I seek the prospect, Break of Day.”
Still puffing at his corn-cob pipe,
The native looked the stranger o’er, 
Then, in a low and peevish voice,
Said, “Yoube Dam,” just that, no 
more.
Astounded at the answer given,
Jones asked once more in terms 
polite,
“Please tell me what this place is 
■ called,
I did not get the answer right.”
Taking the pipe from out his mouth, 
The more tobacco in to cram,
The native said, “I told you once,
You must be deaf, it’s YU-be Dam.”
The fighting blood of Jones rose up, 
He dropped his pack and seized the 
man,
“You goll darned bunch of bones,” he 
said,
“I’ll teach you to say, you be damn!”
The native came down from the fence 
And hit the earth an awful slam,
But while Jones rolled him in the dust, 
He feebly muttered “Yube Dam.”
The contest o’er, his honor cleared,
But angry still, Jones took his way, 
And at a cottage near the road,
He saw a little girl at play.
“My dear,” said Jones, in sweetest 
tones,
“Please name the town in which you 
dwell,
This two-bit piece I mean for you, 
When your town’s name you rightly 
tell.”
The child looked up with bashful grace 
And shyly eyed the stranger man,
One finger stuck within her mouth 
And softly lisped, “Oo be Dam.”
“Good God!” said Jones, “I’ll ask no 
more.
Helltown’s the name the place should 
bear,
Where little children, sweet and mild, 
At inoffensive travelers swear.”
—Reprinted from “The Argonauts of 
’49," by Octavius Thorndike Howe.
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Here and There
Louis Murphy and Harold Sargent 
are home from St. Mary’s College.
OUR POLICY
We believe that the best way to advance our business 
is to promote the general business of our State.
Both Carl Kelly and Tom Leet have 
moved their families to Norcross for 
the summer.
Mrs. W. D. Page has lately made a 
trip with her husband to Millinocket. 
The trip was made by auto.
. .
It is rumored that at the Cau- 
cogomoc fire John Carlson was found 
walking down a strange road talking 
to himself.
Mr. Arthur Michaud and family 
have moved to Rockwood. They were 
flooded out at their home in Costigan 
and were fortunate in getting a house 
on Great Northern hill.
Adrian Murphy, clerk at Seboomook, 
is the proud father of a boy born 
June 2nd, at Dean Hospital, Green­
ville, weighing 7 3/4 pounds, and is 
named Francis Adrian, Jr.
During the afternoon of June 11th 
Bud Mooney was hastily securing 
trucks at Monticello in which to trans­
port his loading crew to Howe Brook, 
where a big fire was raging.
Mr. Henry Bartley has during the 
spring been in Boston and Bangor for 
medical treatment of the throat. He 
is still having this treatment in Ban­
gor and his many acquaintances will 
be most pleased to learn that he is 
considerably improved.
At a late visit to the lime quarry 
in Union we found Foreman C. H. 
Smith opening up a new operation at 
some distance from the quarry and the 
railroad track is being extended to the 
new quarry. About fifty men are now 
employed there.
Everything produced in our State adds to Volume 
and assists in lowering transportation costs, taxes and 
it seems, had been sent in to find and 
bring them out. Before the rescue 
party could speak one of the lost 
legion said, “Lost? Well, you come 
right along with us, we’ll take you 
out.”
A BACKWARD GLANCE
Mr. Clark, Supt. of the Rice Farm, 
is always able to show a fine and 
early garden during the spring and 
summer. At a recent call there we 
were shown the best garden display 
which we have seen this season. Mr. 
Clark reports that the garden plot 
was covered with snow this year on 
the corresponding dates of last year 
when the garden was planted.
Coming from the forest fire on 
Caumogomoc some of the men became 
lost. After wandering about a few 
hours they came out upon a road, and 
coming down the road was a man who,
At a fairly early date in the fall of 
1922—the opening of the season—the 
Social Service public programmes 
were begun. They have been continued 
since, closing the week ending June 
16th. Artists and talent of quality 
have been supplied. Below are the 
names of those who have served us 
in a public fashion, most of whom 
have appeared many times: Mr. and 
Mrs. Ernest Hill, Mrs. Alice Homer, 
Mr. Ernest Carter, Mr. A. S. Bisbee, 
all of Portland; Mr. J. Francis Mac­
Nichol, Dr. George Coombs of the 
State Board of Health, both of Au­
gusta; Mr. Ralph Mills of Bangor, 
Mr. Oscar Smith of Island Falls, Mr. 
Harry Stilwell of Greenville, Mr. 
William Marr of Millinocket, Mr. 
Owen Toussaint of East Millinocket, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. L. Linscott of Bar 
Harbor. The offering have been of 
a wide range, giving a fine variety. 
The Stereoptican has been used con­
siderably and the showings of motion 
pictures have been wholly confined to 
our own films except two reels of 
comedy which have been shown many 
times. We have kept the strain of 
Americanism running through these 
programmes.
The closing week was spent in the 
territory of the Bangor and Aroos­
took Railroad. Mr. and Mrs. Hill 
and Mr. MacNichol made up the reg­
ular force for this week; but they 
were joined at Ashland by Mr. and 
Mrs. Linscott and at the Rice Farm 
concert by Messrs. Marr and Tous­
saint. At some of these concerts Mr. 
A. J. Toussaint showed the four sup- 
plimentary reels of the Northern set. 
The concert at the Rice Farm was the 
last to be given. And this one ended 
in a blaze of glory; for Mrs. Priest, 
the matron at the farm, provided a 
fine repast which was greatly enjoyed, 
following the concert.
During this trip the Company took 
part in three school affairs, the prin­
ciple one of which was the high school 
graduation at Ashland, and made 
seven appearances. It so happened 
that we were in the region of East 
Millinocket when the four days car­
nival was on. The management gave 
us a most urgent invitation to take
part in the affair which we were glad 
to do for one evening.
THE FORWARD LOOK
We have already some splendid 
talent in hand with which to make up 
the service for the coming fall and 
winter months.
RAMBLINGS OF THE NORTHERN 
FILM
In addition to the many showings 
of our film at the farms and camps 
of the Company, they have been shown 
at the following places up to date:
Augusta (State House), Ashland, 
Bangor, Bridgton, Cherryfield, East 
Millinocket, Island Falls, Lewiston 
(several showings), Machias, Madison, 
Masardis, Millinocket, Monticello, 
Orono (U. of M.), Portland (several 
showings), Presque Isle, Stockton 
Springs.
The demand for the film has made 
the second print necessary. There 
are many places booked for the com­
ing summer and fall.
THE WIZZARD OF
MOTOR POWER
A few months ago we had occasion 
to call attention to the fact that one 
of our number was the first to travel 
Caucogomoc, lake by auto. He has 
more recently performed a couplet 
of fetes which greatly add to his 
laurels. Within a few weeks he rode 
by auto from Kineo to Greenville and 
only a few days from that time rode 
by boat into Island Falls through the 
main street—this is the man Hark­
ness.
NORTHERN CLUB COMMITTEE 



















Mr. J. B. Pratt
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Mr. L. W. O’Connor
A man smokes to quiet his nerves—a woman powders her nose.
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Vocational Teachers of Maine Visit Massachusetts and New Hampshire
During the week of May 14, the 
special teachers of Maine, accom­
panied by their superintendents and 
representatives from industry, visited 
the schools of Holyoke, Springfield, 
Chicopee, Worcester, Manchester and 
Concord.
The party of fifty were accommo­
dated in thirteen autos led by Mr. W.
G. Venn, Superintendent of the Inter­
national Correspondence Schools. Each 
car had a state of Maine flag flying 
from the radiator cap and each dele­
gate wore a badge made by the boys 
under the supervision of Mr. Cecil C. 
Farrar in Portland high school.
As this is the first trip ever at­
tempted and carried out by any state, 
a great deal of interest was aroused 
in every city and town through which 
the procession passed. Publicity was 
given not only to the vocational work 
in Maine, but to the state as well.
At Holyoke the party was enter­
tained by the Chamber of Commerce 
and the trustees of the Vocational 
School through the co-operation of 
Mr. M. S. Herbert, Director of Voca­
tional Education at Holyoke. A group 
picture was taken at the Vocational 
School on Sargeant street, where the 
party first assembled. Sub-divisions 
were made here, one group visited the 
domestic science departments under 
the guidance of Miss Jennie E. 
Sculley, Assistant Superintendent of 
Schools; another group inspected the 
manual arts departments of the junior 
high schools under guidance of Super­
intendent of Schools William R. Peck. 
Mr. Ganey, Director of the Continua­
tion Schools, spent the morning in 
escorting a group through the con­
tinuation schools.
Pride is a drag on the weak but a spur to the strong.
At noon a luncheon was served in 
the ball room, Hotel Nonotuck. This 
was presided over by M. S. Herbert 
and had in addition to the Maine 
group, members of the Holyoke Board 
of Trustees and officials of the school 
department.
Mr. Burridge at Springfield and Mr. 
Jameson at Worcester were very help­
ful in throwing their schools open to 
the visitors and in sending prints of 
any and all articles which they manu­
facture. That the men and women 
got many new ideas was evidenced by 
the number who were to be seen using 
note books. The home economics 
teachers visited several additional 
schools at Chicopee and Manchester 
where they saw new equipment and 
the latest developments in junior high 
school courses.
Upon arriving at Concord, N. H., 
the party was met by Mr. Roland G. 
Hartwell and the Morrill School staff. 
Rooms were assigned in the homes of 
members of the Concord Teachers’ As­
sociation. At 5:30 the Concord Teach
ers’ Association held a banquet in 
honor of their Maine guests. Members 
of the State Board of Education, the 
City Board members and trade teach­
ers from Concord and Manchester 
made up a group of over three hun­
dred. Following the banquet, the 
guests were entertained by the Durgin 
Silver Co., the Rumford Press and a 
visit to the State Historical Building.
Wednesday morning was spent in 
inspecting classes in the Morrill 
School after which a luncheon was 
served by the girls in the home 
economics department of Concord high 
school. Everyone in the Maine group 
spoke very highly of the spirit of co­
operation which was shown by Mr. 
Hartwell and his staff,
One leading Maine educator writes, 
“We could not have been treated with 
more courtesy and respect. The trip 
was profitable to the Maine teachers 
for two reasons; First, the actual see­
ing of pupils under normal conditions, 
and secondly, the exhibits of work 
shown by the students, both being 
essential. Seeing work in typical New 
England industrial centers and towns 
like our own made as valuable a lesson 
as could be taught.”
The Maine party drove directly 
from Concord to Portland, arriving 
there at six o’clock, having made a 
500 mile trip without accident or 
change of schedule.
As Dr. A. O. Thomas was unable ta 
accompany the group, Mr. W. B. Jack, 
Superintendent of Portland schools 
was delegated principal speaker of the 
Maine group.
Reservations and plans for the trip 
were made by E. K. Jenkins, State 
Director of Vocational Education, as­
sisted by H. S. Hill, Supervisor of 
Agriculture; H. L. Pride, Supervisor 
of Trades and Industries, and Harriet 
S. Sweetser, Supervisor of Home 
Economics.
Those who went from Maine were: 
William B. Jack, superintendent of 
schools, Portland; M. S. Hill, director 
of social service, Great Northern 
Paper Co., Bangor; W. G. Venn, sup­
erintendent of International Corre­
spondence Schools, Portland; E. K. 
Jenkins, state director of vocational 
education, Augusta; H. S. Hill, state 
supervisor of agriculture; H. L. Pride, 
state supervisor of trades and indus­
tries, Augusta; Miss Harriet S. 
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Sweetser, state supervisor of home 
economics, Augusta; Maurice Varney, 
supervisor of manual arts, Augusta; 
James Geagan, supervisor of manual 
arts, Pittsfield; Arthur Hauler, direc­
tor of industrial arts, Bangor; George 
Jacobs, supervisor of manual arts, 
Madison; W. H. Morton, director of 
Walker Training School, Portland; E. 
W. Ochampaugh, instructor of manual 
arts, Deering high school, Portland; 
Charles E. Clark, supervisor of 
manual arts, Saco; F. J. Bryant, sup­
ervisor of manual arts, Auburn; Har­
old O. Crocker, supervisor of manual 
arts, Machias; Miss Florence Jenkins, 
supervisor of home economics, Port­
land; Miss Lottie Cates, principal of 
grammar schools, Skowhegan; Miss 
Mabel Dugas, supervisor of home 
ecenomics, Livermore Falls; Miss 
Louisa Talbot, supervisor of home 
economics, Western State Normal 
School, Gorham; Miss Frances Butler, 
supervisor of home economics, Coburn 
Classical Institute, Waterville; Miss 
Eula Skinner, supervisor of home 
economics, Waterville; Miss Eloise 
Abbott, Rumford; G. H. Pomeroy, 
supervisor of manual arts, Livermore 
Falls; Miss M. Sandford Coombs, 
supervisor of home economics, Rum­
ford; Miss Beatrice Matherson, in­
structor of home economics, Augusta; 
John P. Eagan, supervisor of manual 
arts, Waterville; Miss Gladys Hamor, 
supervisor of home economics, Skow­
hegan; John F. Parker, director of 
vocational education, Portland; C. E. 
Holyoke, supervisor of wood shop, 
Bangor; H. A. Potter, principal of 
evening school, Bangor; C. H. Drisko, 
instructor of mechanical drawing, 
Bangor; Miss Helen Kennison, super­
visor of home ecenomics, Madison; R. 
L. Sinclair, superintendent of schools, 
Machias; Miss Edna Anderson, in­
structor of home economics, Augusta;
H. G. Noyes, principal of evening 
school, Rumford; Mrs. C. C. Downs, 
supervisor of art, Skowhegan; Miss 
Blanche Webster, instructor of home 
economics, Augusta; Miss Sarah 
Packard, dean of Nasson Institute, 
Springvale; E; O. Hawkes, supervisor 
of manual arts, Biddeford; H. L. 
Johnson, supervisor of manual arts, 
Yarmouth; Mrs. H. L. Johnson, Yar­
mouth; E. O. Foster, superintendent 
of schools, York; Maurice Grover, 
supervisor of manual arts, York; Miss 
Doris Hamlin, supervisor of home 
economics, York; Miss Irma G. Day, 
supervisor of music, York; E. E. 
Prosser, supervisor of manual arts, 
Lisbon Falls; W. E. Russell, instructor 
of machine shop, Bangor; Clement C. 
Downs, supervisor of manual arts, 
Skowhegan.
Slightly Passe Beauty—I can’t see 
what all those men see in that chit of 
a girl just out of the incubator.
Blase Wit—Well, that’s better than 
being still in the refrigeator—what? 
—Punch.
Tomorrow is a new day begun, not 
an old one made over.
A ST. LOUIS DEALER FREES HIS 
MIND OF BURDENS THAT 
WEIGH HIM DOWN
“I have been held up, held down, 
sandbagged, walked on, flattened out 
and squeezed.
“ First by the United States Govern­
ment for Federal war tax, the excess 
profit law, the Liberty Bond loans, 
Thrift Stamps, capital stock, mer­
chants’ license, auto tax and every 
society and organization that the in­
ventive mind of man can construct to 
extract what I may or may not have 
in my possession.
“I have contributed to the Red 
Cross, the Blue Cross, the Black Cross, 
the Purple Cross, and the Double 
Cross; and the Old Maids Home, the 
Dog’s Cemetery and the relief of every 
known race that inhabits the globe.
“The Government has so governed 
my business that I don’t know who 
owns it. I am inspected, suspected, 
examined and re-examined, informed, 
required and commanded so I don’t 
know who I am, where I am or why I 
am here. All I know is that I am sup­
posed to be an inexhaustible supply of 
money for every known need, desire or 
hope of the human race and because I 
will not sell all I have and go out and 
beg, borrow or steal money to give 
away I am cussed, discussed, boy­
cotted, talked about, lied to, lied about, 
held up, robbed and nearly ruined, 
and the only reason that I am clinging 
to life is to see what in hell is coming 
next.”
Anthony J. Vondrasek
2618 East 126th Street 
CLEVELAND, OHIO
June 4th, 1923.
Great Northern Paper Co., 
Bangor, Maine.
Att. Social Service Division.
Gentlemen:—
A copy of your magazine “The 
Northern” came to my attention re­
cently, and the news therein interested 
me so much, that I would greatly 
appreciate having you mail me a copy, 
each month in the future, if at all 
possible.
While not an actual resident of 
Maine, I am a Maine land owner, and 
much of my spare time during the 
spring and summer is spent in the 
Maine woods.
Trusting that you can help me out 




“Posterity will rear a monument to 
you.”
“A monument,” replied Senator 
Sorghum, “merely attracts picnic 
parties. What I want is something 
that will make me popular at a 
county fair, right now!”—Washington 
Star.
HEADING TOWARD THE GOAL
Just as easy aiming high, when we aim, 
Just as well to really try, in a game, 
For we never can get by 
If we sit around and sigh,
So let’s up and answer “Aye!” to our 
name.
Same in work as when at play—set a 
goal.
Set it high, and find a way to control; 
Show that we are in to stay, 
Doing team work every day,
Helping push the things that pay, 
heart and soul.
—A. L. T. Cummings, 
University of Maine.
A minister had bought a Ford. 
After trying to use it for two weeks, 
he returned to the salesman and said, 
“Can’t you sell this machine for me? 
I don’t want it any more.”
“What’s wrong with it?”
“I don’t know,” says the minister.
“Can’t you start it?” says the sales­
man.
“No, I can’t, and stay in the 
ministry.
“Uncle Joe” Cannon, one of the 
most generous of men, is sparing with 
his personal expenses, and particular­
ly begrudges excessive remuneration 
of tailors. He wore one overcoat for 
several years, but his daughter finally 
persuaded him to buy a new one. 
“Uncle Joe” went to a clothier’s and 
selected a coat, but upon being told 
the price, $85, he refused to take it. 
Highly indignant, he reported the out­
rageous profiteering attempt to his 
daughter. The latter soothingly told 
him she was sure he could get a good 
coat for $30, and promptly negotiated 
with the shop to give a coat, charge 
him $30, and she would pay the differ­
ence. Several days later “Uncle Joe,” 
very well astisfied with his “buy,” was 
sporting his new coat in the Capitol, 
when a friend and fellow-member ac­
costed him, “Hello, Uncle Joe, got a 
new coat?” “Yes, it’s all right,” 
“What did you give for it?” “Thirty 
dollars, and that was enough, too!” 
The friend whistled. “I’ll give you 
fifty for it right now.’ “You’re on,” 
said Uncle Joe, gleely peeling his 
eighty-five-dollar covering.
Frank: “How are you getting alone 
at home while your wife’s away?”
W. B.: “Fine I’ve reached the 
height of efficiency. I can put on my 
sox now from either end.”
Harry—Why do you always wear 
clocks on your stockings?
Mary (simpering)—To keep my 
feet awake.
Harry (musingly)—Seems to me 
they’d make good hat trimmings.
The more you do, the more you are given to do.
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LUMBERMAN’S SONG
Composed by Larry Gorman
All men who follow the lumber woods 
Attention pay to me to an interesting ditty 
Which I now sing unto thee
I’ll tell you what we do endure
Both rain and sleet and cold
And hardship that we undergo most bitter 
to behold.
On the 20th of October in the year of seventy- 
three
I left my native island and sailed for Mirimichi.
I hired the day I landed there to work in 
Snowball’s mill,
A large three story building at the foot of 
Sawdust Hill
Before I hired I asked the Boss, “What wages 
do you pay ?”
He cleared his head and answered, saying, 
seven shillings per day.
’Twast for four weeks I stopped in here a 
working with a will,
And soon became acquainted with the folks of 
Sawdust Hill.
At the close of navigation the saw mill was 
shut down,
Which caused a general scatter and men 
went walking round.
I heard of folks who wanted men
Which put me in good cheer. I packed my 
Kennebecer
And for Iridian Town did steer.
When I arrived at Indian Town much wearied 
from my tramp,
I fell in with two portash men
Bound for McCullom’s camp.
Bill Darrah and Tom Ingraham,
It was those two men’s names belonging to 
McCullom’s camp,
And drove two portash teams.
I rode with Darrah and a verse for him I’ll 
make.
He drove a pair of roan and grays
He brought from the Grand Lakes.
The horse he weighed 1200, was a noble beast 
to haul;
The mare she was a dandy, too,
Although she was but small.
They said that I could ride with them
A piece if I desired, and if I’d go along with 
them
They knew I would get hired.
Said they, “It is a good concern, the man we 
both well know.
His name is Guy McCullom from the forks of 
Gaspereau.”
When I came to McCullom’s camp,
Both hungry, tired and cold the face of Billy 
Bryant
Was the first I did behold.
How proud I felt to meet with him,
I asked who was their boss. He pointed to a 
little man
Whose name was Charlie Cross.
I hired with him next morning and agreed a 
while to stop.
Along with Joseph Faulkner he sent me for to 
chop.
And for a royal teamster, John McInnis was 
his name,
He drove a gray and roan called McCullom’s 
family team.
They were two noble animals, their ages nine 
years old,
They were so full of spirit he scarcely could 
them hold
Pat Flanagan he tended them, their swamper’s 
name was Wade,
And Jim McKinnin was sent with him
That he might have the trade.
The choppers for the other team were 
McCoughlan and Bill,
’Twas John McPherson swamped for them 
And bobbed them down the hill.
’Twas Billy Ryan tended sled, the teamster 
was John Spear,
This young man he drove a span of liver 
colored mares.
Then Guy McCul. and Charlie Cross they 
cruised the woods all round,
They thought they could do better upon 
Mclneriney’s ground.
On the second day of January we set out on 
on a tramp
An efficient boss attracts efficient workmen.
And shifted all our wangan up
To Mclneriney’s camp.
’Twas soon we got to work again, good lumber 
there was found,
The spruce stood round quite thick,
Both handsome, stout and sound,
But Guy being discontented still, to Charlie 
Cross he said,
There is no use in stopping where we cannot 
work two sleds.
On the 15th day of January we did that 
ground forsake,
We moved into another branch and camped 
upon a lake.
Along with Bechie Woodworth, a silly young 
goo gaw,
They sent me on the landing to drag a cross 
cut saw.
There was another Island man there, among 
all the rest,
Two feet across the shoulders, in proportion 
round the breast,
And though so big not very cute, Jim Whalen 
was his name,
On the 7th of March he cut his foot
And started off down stream.
He shaved his jaws all round about,
Except a large mustache, and said when he 
was going out
He meant to cut a dash. He took a stocking 
full of gum
The ladies’ hearts to gain, but all the thanks 
he got from them
They said that he was green.
On the 20th day of March, my boys,
The hauling then broke up, the lake began to 
open,
And we could no longer stop. We packed our 
duds
And started for Bemis Taylor’s camp,
Where I met with Pat McLaughlin
And hired with him to swamp.
The work with Pat McLaughlin, ’twas pretty 
hard I’d say
With only three men to a team,
They went ten turn a day. I stopped with 
him for ten days
With a discontented mind,
Thinking of my own dear crew
And folks I’d left behind.
So now the men are all paid off
To take their long portash. There are some 
men bound for Frederickton
And two bound for Pugmoushe,
More are for Salmon River bound,
Some live in Mirimichi, and they are all gone 
out to Indian Town
To have a glorious spree.
They are gone now excepting me,
I’m left to watch the camp,
To watch the squirrels and loupcervier
All racing through the swamp
The dreary winter passed and gone,
Thank God, I’m still alive,
And if the spring proves favorable I mean 
to stay and drive.
Loaned by F. H. Blanchard, Brewer, Me.
Miss Margaret Woodrow Wilson 
told this story at a dinner in Wash­
ington: “Theodore Roosevelt was out 
bear-hunting in the back woods. He 
stopped at a backwoodsman’s cabin 
for a snack one day, and while he ate 
his snack he stared out of the window, 
so as not to miss any bears that might 
pass by. Suddenly he gave a loud, 
indignant yell. ‘My goodness me,’ he 
said to the backwoodsman, ‘haven’t 
you got any better sense than to let 
that little child out there play with a 
loaded gun? Why, it’s a terribly 
dangerous thing.’ Aw, I dunno,’ the 
backwoodsman drawled. And then he 
bit off a chew from a big plug and 
added: ‘I got sixteen other chillun.’ ”
THE COMPANY’S
BEST SALESMAN
AS SEEN BY SALES MANAGER
HAWKINS
Human efficiency is the ratio be­
tween what I am and what I can and 
ought to be—between what I do and 
what I can and ought to do.
Man cannot be compared to the 
inanimate. He cannot be reduced to 
mathematics. He is not a mere tool.
I believe the best salesman we have 
is the workman who takes pride in his 
task and who builds that pride into 
our products. As a sales manager, 
give me 100 per cent salesmanship in 
the factory, and my job in the field 
will be easy. The best sales manager 
in the world cannot make a permanent 
success of marketing a product in 
differently manufactured by employes 
who have no pride in their work.
You should make the workman feel 
the presence of the buyer right in the 
shop when the goods are being made. 
Teach him to think of the customer as 
“his boss”—the man who actually 
meets the pay roll. Tell him that he 
is the company’s best salesman.
Show the workman the direct re­
lation between the sales of the com­
pany and his steady job. Point out 
that his only competitor is a similar 
employe in a competing shop. He 
can help himself to the retention of 
his job by helping to sell the product 
through the care with which he makes 
it.—Trained Men.
ROCKWOOD
Mr. Michaud moved in the Kineo 
annex on May 24th.
Mrs. N. A. Murphy has purchased 
a new Oldsmobile, sport model.
Mrs. F. A. Murphy and Mrs. N. A. 
Murphy went to Greenville on May 
24th.
The Moosehead is at Kineo wharf, 
Mr. Keary took advantage of visiting 
a special friend.
Mr. and Mrs. Jasmin of the Kineo 
boarding house have rented their 
cottage for the summer.
The Olivette steamboat made an ex­
cursion trip to Greenville on May 26th. 
The girls were, Miss Bertha Smith, 
Miss Violet Lamb, Mrs. W. Johnston, 
Miss Alice Guptill and Miss Webber, 
our chaperone. A very pleasant time 
was had by all. Am very sorry to 
say our friends Mrs. G. Whitten, Mrs. 
H. Hellyer and Mrs. C. Reed were 
not able to accompany us on our trip.
Miss Bertha Smith recently spent a 
few days with her sister in Bradford.
Mrs. Lottie Whitten is spending a 
few weeks’ vocation with her rela­
tives.
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On the roads and trails leading 
through the forests of Maine, atten­
tion of the traveler is drawn many 
times to the metal signs cautioning 
everybody to be “Careful with Fire.” 
Near public camps, streams, and lakes 
frequented by fishermen and hunters, 
this slogan is made familar, and the 
sight of one of these signs in the dis­
tance brings to mind this important 
warning.
Along the most traveled roads, pat­
rolmen watch against the careless 
smoker and camp-fire builder, protect­
ing the great stretches of forest from 
the heedless joy rider and thought­
less camper.
Other deputy wardens guard the 
country in their vicinity being chosen 
on account of the location and know­
ledge of a certain section.
These are some of the many ways 
the state forest service protects the 
forests, few travelers, however, have 
their attention called to that more re­
mote but very necessary branch of the 
service, the fire watchman.
On some peak, far from the beaten 
track of the sportsman and lumber­
man is the “eye of the service.” The 
man upon whose vigilance and prompt 
report the efficiency of the fire protec­
tion work depends.
Feeling that this important part of 
the State Forestry Department would 
interest many who have never seen a 
forest fire lookout, and perhaps many 
who have, I am prompted to tell 
something of the life and the work 
of the mountain watchman.
The State maintains about sixty fire 
lookout towers within the forest dis­
trict. Some are easily reached from 
lumber camps and tote road and are 
visited by many sportsmen during the 
season, while many are remote and 
lonely for the watchman as months 
pass without his seeing any one.
These watch towers to be effective 
must be on promintories over-looking 
the greatest possible territory. They 
must have within a reasonable dis­
tance, living quarters for the warden, 
this, of course, depends on the water 
supply. They must be connected with 
the outside world by telephone lines 
in good working order, as a tower 
without means of communication is 
practically useless.
The lookout station must vary in 
height to meet the requirements of its 
particular mountain. Some must be 
built upon high steel towers in order 
to clear the trees which surround the 
mountain top, while others may be 
built on the ledges.
As fire warden at one time on White 
Cap mountain, I will tell of that par­
ticular station.
White Cap is located in Piscataquis 
County on the east and west Bowdoin 
College grant, two townships which lie 
directly north of Katahdin Iron 
Works. Baker mountain hides Moose- 
head lake from it to the west, but can 
be seen north and south of these. 
Katahdin lies about thirty-five miles 
to the north east.
This mountain has a tower twenty- 
four feet high surmounted by a 
standard size house, six feet square 
with three windows that lower to 
allow sighting, the one entrance to 
this house is a trap door in the floor, 
which is reached by a steel ladder. 
In the center of the room is a round 
table upon which is a circular map of 
the surrounding country. Pivoted in 
the center of this is an alidade or 
range finder which enables one to 
locate with accuracy the position of 
any rising smoke.
The watchman goes to his tower in 
the early summer, about the last of 
May or the first of June. He must 
open camp and tower, see that the line 
and telephones are in working order, 
and that he has supplies enough in 
camp for a prolonged period when he 
might not be able to leave the look­
out.
Then follow the days spent upon the 
mountain, every clear day must be
spent in or near the tower, rainy or 
foggy days are spent at the cabin or 
in trimming the trails to the look­
out.
Each morning the warden climbs to 
his tower there to spend the day 
watching the distant hills and forests. 
Sparkling lakes, like jewels on dark 
velvet, shimmer in the sun, and dis­
tant towns send up hazy smoke. The 
sun light shining on the windows of 
the nearest towers show their loca­
tion.
In the tower and sitting on the 
rocks of the mountain top the long 
hours of the day are spent reading 
and watching and then the shadows 
begin to lengthen toward the east and 
the lowering sun tints the sky. Then 
the watchman goes down the moun­
tain, to get his evening meal.
Being less fortunate than some 
wardens whose wives made the cabin 
Home, I was obliged to do my own 
cooking and housekeeping. Since sup­
plies must be packed on the back, the 
menu was limited to the most staple 
and nourishing foods. Fancy foods 
are fine but they hardly warrant their 
transportation. Sometimes the near­
est place to buy supplies is many miles 
from the lookout, so the watchman 
must buy all of his supplies in ad­
vance and take them with him. Many 
trips have to be made in carrying 
these supplies to his cabin. Very 
naturally he does not wish to weight 
himself down with anything but 
necessities.
I was fortunate, however, in having 
my supplies landed by a tote team at a 
lumber camp four miles from my 
cabin.
After supper I would sit on the 
porch and listen to the night sounds 
of the woods. Little animals stirring 
in the bushes, the murmur of the 
brook below the cabin. Thoughts of 
the sights and the people, seemingly 
far away, memories of good times I 
had had and promised myself to have 
again came to mind. Also thoughts 
of the things seen during the day just 
gone. The wide stretches of forest, 
hill and valley, and of the wealth and 
beauty of it, and to think of the scars 
that were there, miles long, where a 
forest fire had left nothing but bare 
rock and blackened stumps, a barren 
waste, a mute appeal to all that see it 
to exercise care, to be careful with 
fire and preserve the forests so that 
they may be a joy to the lover of 
nature and a source of revenue to the 
people of the state.
Earl Russell’s memoirs contain a 
number of sporting reminiscences. In 
his chapter on yachting he recalls 
conditions in Marseilles in 1887. 
“Walking home about midnight we 
used to walk carefully in the middle of 
the street, while I kept my revolver 
handy; this was on the advice of old 
Pognano (a French engineering 
friend). He said that in the quarter 
near the harbor there was any number 
of people who would cut your throat 
or knife you for 10 francs, and his 
instructions weer quite simple and 
direct: ‘Walk in the middle of the 
street; if a man sidles up to you or 
offers to ask a question, bid him keep 
his distance; if he doesn’t, shoot him 
dead.’ I suggested that this method, 
however desirable, was perhaps a little 
drastic for civilized countries. ‘Oh, no,’ 
cheerily replied Pognano, ‘you just 
leave your card on the body, and all 
the police will worry you for, is to pay 
the expenses of the funeral.’ ”
A LARGE EDITION
“May I print a kiss on your lips?” 
I asked;
She nodded her sweet permission; 
So we went to press, and I rather 
guess,
We printed a large edition.
What you don't know somebody else is getting paid for knowing.




Promotion of Vocational Education 
By MR. L. A. WILSON, Albany, N. Y.
State Director, Vocational Education, and Ex-President National Society of Vocational Training
Continued from June Number
3
I will mention another type of work 
that is significant. We are not in a 
position to give you any definite state­
ment as to the ultimate value of this 
work. It is still experimental with 
us. We have a great many boys in 
New York State, in our large centers 
particularly, who are going to spend 
four years in high school but who do 
not plan to go on to college. These 
boys are not going into industry, as a 
rule, as producers. They are going 
into industry in other types of work, 
in the drafting room, library or sales 
department,—boys who have sufficient 
training to enable them to hold down 
a better position than those in the 
production department. There are 
other courses but the two-year courses 
are planned primarily for boys going 
into industry as producers where they 
will work with their hands but I do 
not mean to imply that they have less 
ability or less brains than the boys 
in the other types of work.
The other course we are planning 
but which is not yet in operation is 
planned for the boy who can spend 
four years in high school taking what 
we call technical as against industrial 
or trade courses. We have in this 
country certain occupations that still 
retain fairly good apprenticeship op­
portunities. We have in our chemical 
engineering industry opportunities for 
apprentices; also in the building 
trades there are opportunities for men 
and boys who are really serious. In 
the designing departments in modern 
industry there are thousands of open­
ings for boys who have a thorough 
training in designing. We have organ­
ized in our high schools some seven 
or eight courses for boys who will 
spend four years with us. These are 
all in session six hours a day—eight 
forty-five minute periods. Every boy 
who enters a technical course must 
spend eight periods a day in school, 
four periods in the general depart­
ment work in English, including work 
in mathematics, general science and 
the work in American history and 
economics required. The other four 
periods are spent in a major subject 
in the technical field. Take for in­
stance, boys who major in industrial 
chemistry. They spend four periods 
a day for four year in the chemical 
laboratory. At the end of the second 
year those boys have reached the point 
where they can work for manufactur­
ers and at the end of four years the 
manufacturers will accept those boys 
as trained engineers in the chemical 
industry. There are also courses in 
mechanical design, electrical design, 
constructional steel work, and machine 
design. The interesting thing is this: 
The boys are doing work in the high 
schools in our state at the present 
time that is equivalent to work in the 
first two years in the average en­
gineering college and the time is go­
ing to come when a great deal of the 
work—all of the mechanical work in 
the engineering college—is to be 
changed to meet the conditions brought 
about by this training. There is ex­
actly the same situation in regard to 
home economics work. Half of this 
work given in college is just good 
ordinary high school work and noth­
ing else. We have in our state thirteen 
institutions training teachers for home 
economics and I can say in all frank­
ness that half of the work they are 
doing represents nothing but ordinary 
high school work in sewing, cookery, 
household chemistry, home planning 
and decoration, and the time is coming 
when the colleges are going to get 
girls who have had the right kind of 
preliminary training, and I hope the 
time will come soon.
There were four engineers in our 
school, two from Cornell and two from 
Leland Stanford, and they tell me that 
the work in mechanical drawing as 
given in connection with mathematics 
is fully as good as that being done in 
the colleges the instructors came from. 
They are corresponding with their 
colleges now to get their own pro­
fessor to go up and see the work in 
mathematics in order to get these boys 
advanced college credit for that work.
Now just a word about high schools. 
I think one of the biggest mistakes in 
our educational work in our state is 
the tendency to allow boys to drift 
through school without any objective, 
without knowing where they are go­
ing or how they are going. We were 
condemned a few years ago in the city 
of Buffalo because the vocational 
school boys went to the senior high 
schools. We had seventy-two of them 
at one time in the technical high 
school when a special committee to 
investigate failures in Regents’ Ex­
aminations was sent out by the state. 
These examinations only apply in gen­
eral subjects as mathematics, English, 
history, etc. This committee, appoint­
ed to make a study of failures, went 
on the assumption that the vocational 
school students were the chief offend­
ers. There were 1600 boys in that 
school and they found that the boys 
who came from the vocational and 
elementary industrial schools stood 
25% better on Regent’s Examinations 
than the boys who came from the 
regular grammar schools. This is not 
particularly significant but I can ex­
plain it in just a minute. They found 
also that the boy who worked before 
or after school or on Saturday stood 
better than the boy who was taking
the average number of high school 
subjects. They found also that the 
boy who was trying to do more than 
the average amount of high school 
work stood better than the boy taking 
the average number. In other words, 
the boy who was failing was failing 
because he was going from the ele­
mentary to the high school because 
it was the thing to do without any 
idea of why he was there, just drift­
ing along year by year through high 
school. I think the time is coming 
when we are going to make youngsters 
who go to high school declare their in­
tentions. If a boy wants to go to 
college, all right, let him prepare to 
go to college; if he wants to go into 
agriculture, let him prepare for it, 
and always leave the door open so that 
the boy who wants to go on to college 
may do so. We have not a home-mak­
ing or industrial course of any kind in 
New York State and that closes the 
door educationally. If a boy who grad­
uates from an agricultural course 
wants to go to college, he may do so. 
Nothing prevents him from doing it. 
The girl who graduates from the 
home-making course who wants to go 
to Cornell University or any other one 
of the half dozen colleges in New York 
State may do so. The door is wide 
open. The boy graduating from our 
technical courses has enough general 
high school work to make him eligible 
to certain requirements of technical 
colleges. Get the youngsters to find 
out what they want and in this you 
will find that junior high schools will 
help so that the boys can major in 
senior high school and do enough work 
to do something well. This is my main 
plea. I hate to see a youngster go 
out of high school without anything 
that is going to contribute to his suc­
cess in life. They get a little bit of 
manual training, mechanical drawing, 
bookkeeping and the snap courses, and 
music but when they get through they 
have nothing of value to them because 
they have not learned enough about 
any one thing to make it worth while. 
Once in a while we get together and 
we have a specialist in Spanish. He 
said to me “We have 25,000 students 
here in New York taking Spanish.” 
“Aren’t you happy?” “No.” There 
are 25,000 taking it only one year. 
They might as well not study it at all. 
But if I had 1,000 people taking it 
two hours a day for four years I 
would be much happier.” That is, I 
think, one of the things in our voca­
tional schools that has been found 
worth while. We have made these 
boys decide on an objective. I do not 
care what it is. I said a moment ago 
I could explain why the vocational 
school students stood better in the 
A man has more patience with human beings after leading a calf.
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Regents’ Examinations than the high 
school students. Because they decided 
early in the elementary school that 
they were willing to go to school 
eight periods a day instead of five. 
They were willing to put in three ad­
ditional periods a day in vocational 
schools. In the second place, those 
schools were centered so that almost 
all the boys had a walk from one to 
three miles. They would not have done 
it unless they had been in earnest. 
Then I know form experience that the 
boy who goes to a drafting room and 
makes a design for a piece of fur­
niture or a piece of machinery goes 
down into the shop and makes a blue 
print, and puzzles it out, is being 
taught straight, because he cannot 
afford to make errors even in learn­
ing, and he must think straight in 
theory or else there will be mistakes 
in practice. These boys do think 
straight to the line because their re­
sults are checked not by the teacher 
but by themselves every day in the 
shop and laboratory.
I want to mention just briefly our 
program for agriculture. I think we 
have done the regulation thing in 
agriculture. We are trying to do for 
the country boy under the restrictions 
of rural conditions what is being done 
for the boy who is fortunate enough 
to live in the city. I say that from 
the standpoint of education. The 
country boy is discriminated against 
in education. I do not know as there 
is any way to meet the situation. In 
the cities, we have our magnificant 
buildings, senior and junior high 
schools, special courses, laboratory 
facilities and all other things that help 
to develop a well-rounded education, 
but the country boy who goes to a 
little rural high school with an en­
rollment of fifty or sixty boys and 
girls is not going to have a very broad 
opportunity educationally. He is go­
ing to have the opportunity to take 
one course out of perhaps two. In 
these small schools we have tried 
to do one thing—to provide train­
ing in agriculture that would function 
with the boy’s needs on the farm. 
We have not attempted in any case 
to duplicate farm conditions in the 
school. In that respect agricultural 
education is entirely different from 
industrial education. The boy who 
starts in industrial work may never 
have seen a shop, knows nothing 
about the tools, so we have to repro­
duce conditions in our school shops. 
The boy who goes into agriculture, 
however, comes from the farm. He 
knows the operations, practices, and 
ordinary farm conditions and he comes 
to us for the science instead of prac­
tice. So in the agricultural high 
school departments we give him the 
science of farming and he puts it in 
practice on his own farm. In nearly 
all of our high schools we have a co
operative agreement between the 
father and the school. The father is 
to give the boy a chance to become a 
partner in the business, and the 
chance to carry out his projects. The 
school is to provide the scientific train­
ing and follow it up. We have in 
New York City, in addition to regular 
full time schools, forty-two thousand 
boys between the ages of 14 and 18 
years living on farms and who are not 
at school. This year we organized for 
the first time short winter courses 
with the idea of bringing them back to 
school for periods of from six to nine 
weeks. We were successful in getting 
in 380 boys this winter for short 
courses. Next winter we hope to or­
ganize short courses of that kind in 
65 centers in New York State. Event­
ually, we hope to bring in thousands 
of these boys who need additional 
education.
The same thing is true of home-
making. The work in it has developed 
so rapidly that it is almost impossible 
to keep up with it. In our city, Dr. 
Wheelock told me the per cent of in­
crease in home-making education this 
year exceeded the per cent of increase 
in any other subject offered in New 
York high schools. So we have just 
the same problem in home-making as 
we have in agriculture. These girls 
of fourteen to sixteen live in the home 
and have home duties and responsibil­
ities, and the thing we are trying to 
do in the high school departments of 
home-making is to give them the 
essentials of well rounded work in the 
care and preparation of foods, child 
care, elements of nursing, household 
decoration, house furnishings, and 
enough of the sciences, chemistry and 
physics to help them to become effec­
tive home-makers.
Just in review, I want to discuss 
just a minute our evening school pro­
gram. We have in New York State 
this year an enrollment of 217,000 
people in our night schools. Out of 
that number, I should say 80 or 85,000 
are immigrants who are taking the 
elementary courses in English and 
the course in naturalization and 
citizenship. In addition to this num­
ber, we have about 6.3,000 men and 
women enrolled in evening vocational 
courses. We have about 32,000 or 
33,000 enrolled in our evening com­
mercial courses and we have, I think, 
some 80,000 or 90,000 enrolled in eve­
ning high school courses that are ex­
actly the same as the courses in our 
day high schools. I told one of the 
men here at this Conference that if I 
had to go into a city and organize a 
program of vocational education, I 
would start with the adult. I would 
start with evening school work. I do 
not know a more interesting and 
worth while job than adult education. 
You have to overcome very marked 
prejudices. The average adult thinks 
in terms of the old school. He thinks 
in the terms of the school he attended 
as a boy—as one man expressed it, a 
room 28x32 with 28 desks and a red­
headed school teacher. He has no con­
ception of a modern educational plant 
similar to this. They cannot conceive 
in their imagination a school contain­
ing an automobile shop, an electric 
laboratory, a drafting room or any of 
the modern things in a modern school. 
A manufacturers’ association in the 
city of Utica four years ago asked me 
to speak at a general meeting. I told 
them about some of the things that 
were being done in different centers 
of the state. I knew they thought I 
was fibbing or that I was an over
enthusiast, and they expressed very 
politely to me that they did not believe 
it. This reminds me of a story. In a 
railroad station eleven men were wait­
ing to buy a ticket and very patiently 
standing in line. A fellow came in 
who had very evidently broken some of 
the provisions of the Volstead Act, 
and violating all the laws of courtesy 
pushed his way to the head of the line. 
He threw down thirty-five cents and 
said to the ticket agent, “Give me a 
ticket to San Francisco.” “You can’t 
go to San Francisco for thirty-five 
cents,” said the ticket agent. “Where 
can I go for thirty-five cents?” asked 
the man, but before the ticket agent 
could reply, eleven men told him very 
promptly.
I think those manufacturers felt 
that way about me and I knew that I 
was not getting the message across to 
them, so I said to the president sitting 
on the platform. “Will you ask your 
association to appoint a committee of 
five to spend two days with me visit­
ing schools?” He took the matter up 
at the open meeting and they agreed 
to do it. Five men were appointed 
representing the five leading indus­
tries of that town to go with me for 
two days visiting vocational schools. 
I took them to Rochester for a day in 
the schools where we visited junior 
high schools and day industrial 
schools. We went to Buffalo and visit­
ed industrial schools but they were 
not enthusiastic. The evening they 
were going back, on Tuesday night, 
we went to the evening technical high 
school in one of five evening vocational 
centers. There were 1,680 men in the 
high school building that evening. 
There were sixty-one different courses 
in operation. Those men who had to 
catch the 9.30 train, started in with me 
at 7.30 and walked steadily until 9.30 
going through the drafting rooms, 
laboratories and shops, and they saw 
everything from blue print reading to 
advanced electrical work and all sorts 
of designing shop couses. When they 
came out of the front office on the way 
to the station, the president of the as­
sociation said to me, “I did not believe 
it possible. I am going back to my 
city and help put this thing across.” 
(To be continued)
“Tommy, what sort of a present do 
you think your sister would like for 
her birthday?”
“Well, ma’s givin’ her a razor and 
pa’s givin’ her cigarettes—you might 
try a pair of dice.”—Judge.
Life Insurance Director—We must 
cancel J. K. Jones’ policy at once.
General Manager—Why?
Life Insurance Director—I saw him 
shaving in a washroom of a Pullman. 
—Life.
Nothing of importance is ever done without a plan.
